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he would abscond with Anarkali to the friendly
courtyards of Shiraz and Ispahan.

He flung open the door of his apartments and

shouted "Anarkali, My beloved !"------ His voice

echoed in the stillness; he could not understand
why she had not answered his greeting. He rushed
from room to room with increasing anxiety. Then
he thought of the balcony overlooking the palace
garden. She would surely be there, awaiting him
in the moonlight as befitted a lover. He ran
through the silent rooms, impetuously thrusting
aside the heavy velvet curtains------

The balcony was empty.

Salim clutched the balustrade, overcome with a
great fear. He found himself looking down upon
the lawn where he had sat with Anarkali that
morning before Akbar's arrival. An owl, buoyant
on the scented air, flew across his line of vision.

Then he saw it, a monument of bricks at the
corner of the lawn, a tall, slender monument which
had not been there four hours before when he had
left for the Masjid. A chill froze his body as he
realised that Anarkali could now never return.
Living, she had been immured by Akbar's masons.

Wildly he ran in from the moonlight which
revealed her last sanctuary.
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